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grass, and tapped the neck of his beast who lurched
groaning to the ground.

" Food/' he said.   " We will eat here."

I swung stiffly from the saddle and lay flat on my
back. I felt as if I had been beaten all over. I watched
him lazily while he hobbled the camels and cut clamps
of dry bushes with his dagger, and scooped out the sand
for a fire. He took out from the camel-bag two large
bundles of tea and sugar wrapped in a cloth, together
with two little glasses. He put three glasses full of sugar
into the kettle and one glass full of tea, then he poured
in water from the obscenely wobbling black water-skins.

A livid scar ran the length of his sinewy leg. He
passed his finger over it.

"War," he said. He had been wounded in the
Hejaz fighting in the army of Ibn Saud.

I peeled back my sleeve to show him the scar on my
forearm.

"War," I said.   We shook hands solemnly.

He carefully placed a heap of twigs in the hollow he
had made in the sand, and put a match to them. On to
the tiny flame he put more twigs and then dry bushes.
While we waited for the kettle to boil, he washed his
hands scrupulously all over. Then he took some flour,
mixed it with water in a tin bowl, and kneaded it into
the shape of a pancake. This he placed flat on to the
ashes of the fire and covered it with half-burnt twigs.
On top of that he scooped up ashes mixed with sand,
and covered it once again with half-burnt twigs. Then
he scoured clean the metal dishes.

" The food is called arbud," he said.

He turned it over and covered it again with ashes.
Presently he uncovered it, beat it against a rug to get
rid of the ashes, scraped it with a dagger, beat it again,